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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

UNITY 

Your love is terrible. 

Oh, do not love me so much! 

Sometimes there are moments 

Fear comes to me because of our love; 

That it is a prison about me, 

That it owns me, 

Owns the separateness of me. 

Oh, let us be two again! 

We who have been so intricately one, 

Let us be two. 

For finally there is never one, 

.And unity is but annihilation. 

Dissolve me from this closeness; 

Give me back to myself, 

Myself to my own self again. 

Oh, let us be two. Two! 

Beloved ! 

HAPPINESS BETRAYS ME 

Happiness betrays me — 
Happiness slays me! 

Sorrow was kind and loneliness was my sweet companion, 

Denial gave me good gifts. 

Now freedom is a bondage upon me 
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And smoothness slackens my feet. 
I will find my way back to the thorns; 
I will find my way back again to the good thorns and steep- 
ness. 

Happiness betrays me — 
Happiness slays me. 

TRIUMPH 

Triumph, dear Triumph, 
Splendor of self-delight and exaltation, 

1 have felt you in little moments, 
Moments of nothingness, 

More than in great times of applause. 

I am alone, walking or dancing — 

Suddenly you come 

And lift up my hands as if they would reach the stars. 

I could shake the stars and the world for sheer merriment of 

power; 
I will run laughing and shouting with you through all the 

streets of the world ! 

INTERLUDE 

I will dance and wrap myself with drooping veils about me, 

Turquoise blue and green and blowing amber. 

How their pale, their weightless touch 

Will be delight upon me, 

Their dusky colors melting and returning. 
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